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i came to play 


I came to play! 
Came to the table 
to play 
I dont care what I have 
to do 
to geta seat 
at the table 


I play every hand 
dealt to me 
not really caring about 
winning or losing 
or about skill... 
just playing hands 
to stay in the game 


Yes, 1am a dangerous player, 
keep on playing 


I came to play! 
Came to bed 
not to fuck you 
but 
to melt with you enjoying 
mutual surrender 
washing pleasure 
swept away into oneness 
exploring skin from the inside, 
beyond time, 
beyond self, 
into the fun of being 
into exploring 
the furry cozy sweating love 
that cant be confined to the bed, 
but claims the whole life 
as its playpen 
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Icame to play 
to mix things up 
to see what unexpected 
will appear, 
tojam 
with playmates, 
to lose ourselves 
within one another, 
within the playing, 
the dancing, 
the touching, 
the music... 
into listening 
and melting 


Icame to play... 
playing life the best way I can... 
always playing against the house, 
against the odds... 
not a smart player... 
never in competition... 
just keep my eye 
on the ball, 
on each hand, 
on following 
the every move 
of Lady Luck 


Icame to play... 
often in the lonely fields 
beyond taboo, 
breaking thru THE WALL 
to new possibilities... 
but lama team player... 
always looking for playmates 
to get muddy or sweaty with... 
because... 
truth be told... 
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playing with myself 
for myself 
has never been fun, 
only lonely 


Icame to play 
with colors, noises, realities, bodies, words, characters, 
limits, dreams, images, 
life, death, symbols, magic... 
and with you 


Icame to play 
and I'm a dangerous player 
because I dont play 
for money, 
fame, 
power, 
or from anger, 
bitterness, 
hatred, 
emptiness, 
or to win... 
sol cant lose 
cant be beaten! 


Icame to play 
to play 
just for fun 
...Jjust to change everything! 


Icame to play... 
after all... 


I want to play with you... 
we are mammals, 
after all! 


© 2000, Frank Moore 
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tortures 


events are real, 
but victims reality 
aint mine. 


loud doctor 
judge 
voices kept pronouncing 
no intelligence, 


no future, 
no spark, 
just a black hole drain... 
put him 
forgotten 
memories 
institution. 
family screaming voices 
over thanksgiving 
and christmas table 
accused 
the mothers sins taken out 
on the son... 
the son 
there 
listening 
crying 
for 13 years. 
ugly doll. 


kids were pulled away... 
maybe it's contagious. 
kids were slapped away 
for looking 
at the slobbering 
doll. 
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adults, 
keeping 
the doll 
for awhile 
to give 
the poor woman 
a break 
saying 
over coffee, 
why does she keep him, 
no future, 
can never do anything... 

sure, he understands... 
but more the pity... 
understanding doom... 

look at him 

listening to us 

in the chair.. 
4 years old 
and doomed 
to can not. 


abandoned at 5... 
hospital, 
their excuse, 
a baby brother being born, 
then me 
with chickenpox... 
but i knew it 
was because i shit 
too much, 
pissed 
too much... 
so i held it in 
until i couldn't 
anymore... 
and then sat in it 
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because i needed 

too many baths. 

sat in it 

until after college... 
it was the least 
a burden 
such as i 
could do! 


they were going to leave me 


the floppy 
ugly 
thick-lipped, 
buck-tooth 
dumbo-ear 
no-future 
me... 
for 2 years... 
id be 10 
before id see them 
again... 
if then... 
but my hives 
put an end 
to that! 


frames steel and leather 
pinched, 
rub blisters, 
rub raw red sores 
from hips to ankles, 
framing 
imprisoning 
chaining 
this gross 
abnormal beast 
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down into the sacred appearance of 
normalcy, 
that abstract state. 
if the beast crossed his legs, 
the illusion would crack... 
so wedge a lead bar 
between these frustrated legs 


for 26 years... 
never mind 
it pinches his balls. 
he will just watch tv 
all his life. 
me 
lying on a hard table, 


listening to the professionals 
discussing my doomed fate. 
me 
only in underpants. 
they want 
always 
to cut open 
my body and brain. 
i knew kids 
who were twisted zombies 
after doctors 
cut them open. 
doctors want 
to give me drugs 
to stop my slobbering 
and to tranquilize 
my body 
into the american dream... 
or in the ballpark. they 
settled 
on daily physical torture. 
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dad 
missed my ninth birthday party 
for a bendev.... 
babbling drunkenly later 
about how he loved me. 
teachers 
bribing 
one another 
about who would get the freak. 
one quit. 
but the professionals 
decided the schools werent equipped 


to handle such a creature. 
sentenced 


to isolation 
with mother 
in the towers... 
with daily outings 
to physical tortures. 
bent fingers, 
arms, 
legs 
so far into unnatural positions 
that it took 
three of them 
to do it, 
so far i screamed in pain, 
screaming 
i want to be normal. 
i lied, 
i never wanted that! 
one time 
i stuck my hand up 
into their cunts. 
they rubbed ice 
all over my body, 
then brushed me 
hard 
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with a house paint brush. 
i awoke 
when i was 13 
after an operation 
to pull my balls 
down, 
i awoke 
to hear one nurse 
saying to another, 
“why did they bother, 
no woman 
would make love 


with him. 
mom 


once told 
me, 
‘any girl 
who would want you 


must be crazy.’ 
in the towers, 


i lost my hearing. 
the teenage ‘babysitter’ 
blindfolded 
14-year old me 
so i couldn't see her 
and two girlfriends 


dance sexually 
with one another. 


dad was pissed. 
he couldn't hit a crip. 

so every night 

at the dinertable 
he would scream 
at my brother, 
humiliated my brother, 
backhand slapped my brother, 
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whipped my brother 
with a belt... 
and then exited to the local bar. 
i always cried. 


my high school teacher 
made me eat clorets 
because my breathe 
and body odor 
stank bad. 
college wouldnt take 
me 

because my slobbering 

would offend and distract 
other students. 
airlines 
used this logic 

to not let me 
on their planes. 


rubbing myself 
into climax 
in college, 
nothing came out 
like before. 
orgasms werent messy 
like before... 
before that bladder operation. 
curious, 
i went to the college nurse, 
who checked with the doctor 
who didn't see any reason 


to tell 
a 27-year old virgin 
ugly 
rag doll 


about the side-effect 
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of the operation 
of no-mess orgasm... 
after all, rag dolls 
don't have sex or kids... 
we dont want to have more rag dolls! 


my would-be mother-in-law 
told my would-be wife 
‘marry somebody else... 
and adopt frank" 
she said a lot 
more choice things... 
but time and space are limited. 
but she did bribe 
every justice of the peace 
for miles around 
to not marry us. 


if you dont shut-up, 
you spoiled brat... 
living 
with old drunk 
male nurse 
who kept rag dolls 
in their place 
by punching them out. 
lived with him for 6-months... 
until he pulled 
a loaded gun on me. 
then i screamed him to sleep. 


a knife at the crashpad... 
if i didnt stop laughing at him... 
i wasnt laughing. 
a paper dixie cup at the headshop... 
ifi didnt start talking, 
hed push it down my throat. 
never mind the hitman. 
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never mind lindas mafia papa. 
and im sure ive forgotten a lot. 
my first french kiss 
was from a guy 
who then tried to rape me 
putting his penis in my mouth. 
ilike french kissing. 


but all in all, 
life has been good! 


© 1994, Frank Moore 
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art is a bitch 


Someone asked: 


1. What were the THREE MOST IMPORTANT things you did 
to get a break and start moving toward recognition as a 
performance artist? 


2. While you were moving toward getting to where you needed to 
go, how did you make enough money to survive while not 
taking away TOO much time and energy from your creative 
work? 


3. How do you spend your days now, mostly? e.g., approximately 
what percentage of each day is spent writing, marketing 
yourself, planning shows, arranging tours, scoping out and 
applying for grants, bringing in outside income, acting as a 
mentor to other artists, etc.? 


4. What do you love MOST about doing what you do now? 


5. What do you HATE most about doing what you do now? 


I can only answer 
art is not a career 
not a money maker 
but a money taker 
an addiction, 

a life long master 
who does not give 
a flying fuck 

what I "THE ARTIST" 
loves, hates, 

what I want to do, 
where | want to go 
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the artist's job is to surrender, 
to follow, to melt into art 


making money is easy 

but the river of art rarely flows 
naturally that way 

without damming the river up 


so keep your day job 

get a day job you like doing 

because art is your mistress of night 
& you aint her pimp 

shell take your money & time 

she will take you into the basement 
of the unseen 


youll get old with her 

attending her needs 

rocking on the porch with her 
no goals, no plans, no marketing, 
no rush. 


Just rocking, just surprises everyday, 
just people dropping by, 

just floating without knowing, 

just doing, just suffering, just enjoying. 
Just following. 


Just trust the bitch art! 


© 1999, Frank Moore 
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their cuddling cocoon 


she sits nude beside him, talking to him, with one hand 
rubbing him, with her other hand guiding his hand rubbing on 
her pussy...relax ritual, peaceful. 


he curls his body around hers. licks her leg. she starts rocking, 
pressing his rubbing hand more firmly to her for pleasure, rocking 
in pleasure. 


he pulls her down beside him, half on him, his leg sliding 
in between her legs, moving it gently to create the same warm 
creamy dreamy turn-on in her as her rubbing hand is creating in 
him. giggling licking ears, biting necks, belly deep, heart deep 
sounds of joy leak out of the both of them. emotional sounds of 
relief of having each other. kissing deeply, her hips moving, her 
hand rubbing, his nose in her armpit, then his tongue. she moves 
up, letting his tongue follow the curve of her breast to the nipple. 


he pulls her all the way on top of him. he licks and sucks and 
enjoys and explores deeply every part of her body as she slowly 
slides upward. she rocks in licking pleasure. deep pleasure sound 
duet. 


now, she begins her own downward journey of licking kissing 
exploring of his body. he rubs her back and head. she takes her 
time when she reaches his cock rubbing kissing licking. he pulls 
her back up to kiss, to look in her eyes. belly rubbing on belly. 
rocking together, giggling together, hips moving slowly 
passionately. two bodies with skin of warming wax, melting 
together into one body. 


she sits up on him and rocks back and forth on his responding 
body, rubbing into body laughing. sometimes they look far into 
each others eyes. other times they are two kids taking their first 
roller-coaster ride. sometimes they just close their eyes, 
surrendering to the tides of moaning pleasure. 
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his hands play with her tits, belly, and pussy. she turns around 
on him so that she can rub his legs and feet as she rocks on him. 
he rubs her back with his spastic hands. 


but all of a sudden, giggling he pulls her down beside him, 
facing away from him, so he can give her a proper deluxe back 
massage using not only his hands, but also his head, chin, mouth, 
elbows. almost like a classical pianist, playing her body. all the 
while, his cock firmly rubs against her butt. 


she turns toward him, taking him in her arms, wrapping her 
legs around him, pulling him close deep within their cuddling 
cocoon, to talk about how they can always be together in their 
small warm world. 


© 1995, Frank Moore 
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you aint no deer 
for teresa 


Frankly, my dear, 
You aint no deer! 
No coy thing, 
Fragile, timid, 
Ready to run 
At any sound... 
Ready to run away 
Into fearful hiding! 


Naw! 
You are a Molly Bloom 
Blooming giggling deep belly lust! 
Ale drinking 
Pipe smoking 
Pushing my hand deep 
inside you 
After waiting amused 
For us others to pick up 
And join you 
In a lusty jam! 


Legs wide open, 
Eyes trusting, 
Yours is a fleshy universe, 
On stage 
In rapture trance 
Musical warmth flowing 
From sucking joy! 


And | ain't no deer hunter, 
My dear! 


© 2000, Frank Moore 
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mutation is evolution 


you foolish idiot! 

You want to make 

everything, 

everyone 
normal! 
You want to cure 
prevent 
all crips, 
freaks, 
crazies, 
oddballs, 
slow ones 
misfits, 
bums, 
artists, 
poets, 
and all other impractical 
different looking 
strange mutations 
you fool! 


How to condemn the human species 
to extinction! 


Look... 
the game of evolution is 
change by experimentation. 


We freaks are the experimenters 


the name of the game 
is flexibly adapting 
coping 
leaping 
risking into the unknown newness 
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we crips, 
we misfits have always been the adapters, 


the leapers 
hell, 
Im not wasting my time 
talking to you about magic and such 
just about evolution 
well, 
if you dont need us crips, 
us misfits 
if you dont need us no more... 
our advice is 
dont breathe deep 
in your air-tight coffin 
of normalcy 
and move very slowly 
very carefully 
in your thin-skinned world 
of ever increasing fragility 
oh yeah... 


good luck! 


© 1999, Frank Moore 
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Out of Isolation 


amat is on the otherwise bare performing area. harsh bright lights. 
jim lies in his world of the mat. 


I lie here in my universe of the mat, my bed. I always have been 
here lying in my universe forever, forever. My mat, my pillow, my 
sheet, my blanket...for countless force-fed meals, enemas, baths, 
shaves, haircuts, pissed-on sheets..many many harsh-lighted days, 
many, many semi-dark nights. Outside my universe there are bony 
fingers, blotch-skin creatures. Sometimes they invaded my 
universe...the sickly-sweet smelling ones. They ‘take care of me... 
they handle me like they handle my pillow. Their voices are high, 
loud, flat. Sometimes they lie on beds beside mine, moaning and 
crying for alone many many, then they get quiet and others of 
them carry the still ones away. There are always new ones, but 
they are always the same. There are different bony fingers who 
invade my universe, who strip me, probe me stretch me until it 
hurts...do strange things to me like rubbing ice on my body then 
brushing me hard. They talk to me in funny ways...loud and flat. 
They say, ‘We are doing this for your own good.” They dont think 
I understand what they are saying. 1 don't understand most of 
their words. But I understand enough, I understand I am not a 
Mister, a Mrs., a Miss, a Nurse, a Doctor. I understand I am not bony 
fingers. They can keep their universe of bony fingers. Iam not 
going out of my universe of the mat. I understand enough. 

Along long, when I cried out, they made me numb. I do not like 
being numb. In my universe of the mat, 1am not numb. But they 
said crying out was not ‘appropriate behavior’. I do not think 
appropriate behavior is good. 


Everything that is not appropriate behavior makes me feel. But 
I understand enough to stop crying when the bony fingers are 
around. Stop making any sound, any move when they are around. 
They stopped making me numb. | understand enough. 
I discovered a way of rubbing myself that makes me warm, makes 
me feel good. Bony fingers slapped me away from feeling good. 
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Not appropriate behavior. I understand enough. I do appropriate 
behavior in the harsh light when they are around. | am still, quiet. 
In my universe of the mat. I do not even look into their world. 
Iam busy creating within me. But when the harsh light goes and 
the semi-darkness comes...when only the still or moaning bony 
fingers are around...1 move, I laugh, I cry, | rub my body and good 
feeling comes. Not so loud or so much that the harsh light, the 
bony fingers, and their numbness come back. But just enough. 
And by rubbing, | know I am not bony fingers. 


In the harsh light, they treat me just like my pillow. They change 
me just like they change my pillow. Always fast like they need to 
move on. Sometimes, the special bony fingers, the prodders, stand 
over me and say I should come into their universe, what they are 
doing to me will help me. They talk like they talk to my pillow. 
Why should I want to go into their world of greys, where everyone 
wears white? In my universe of the mat, I lie on smooth warm 
softness and create the brightest colors and the sweetest sounds 
to surround me. But lam not worried. Bony fingers never really 
believe I ever can enter their universe. 


I only wish I was not the only soft fingers...] wish there was 
another soft fingers in my universe of the mat..scomeone to share 
in the bright colors and sweet sounds..someone | could laugh with, 
cry with, move with, share good feeling with..someone who would 
be with me on the mat, touch me not like touching my pillow, not 
like pulling things out of me or to make me different. But just 
because we are the only soft fingers in the universe of the mat. 


There is a new prodder. Do not look at bony fingers. But catch 
sight of same white. Miss Roberts talking to a pillow called Mr. 
Merrill. Same words about “to make you better’. But sound of 
voice is somehow different, softer. The touch is still changing the 
pillow of me. But not bony fingers! I sneak a peak. Same white, but 
different. The skin is soft like my skin. The smell is almost like my 
smell. Almost enough to try to open my universe to this new soft 
fingers. But words came, the same words as bony fingers. The 
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prodding soft fingers strips me bare just like she is changing the 
pillow of me. Easier to probe my pillow of a body. The prodding 
fingers does the same hurting ‘make you better’ exercises on me as 
the other bony fingers before. And then the going somewhere else 
fast. And the touching the pillow of me, instead of touching me. 


When the soft fingers and the harsh light were gone, I cried 
louder than before. I do not care if they make me numb. Maybe 
numbness is better if soft fingers are the same as bony fingers, if 
soft fingers also want me to go into grey and white, if soft fingers 
does not want to be with me, then numbness is better. 


Soft fingers keeps coming back. At first, rushing to somewhere 
else, trying to pull me into the grey universe. I know how to fight 
against that bony fingers trick. But I like her soft warm skin 
touching me...like my soft warm sheet under me. Sometime soft 
fingers forgets about helping me, about making me a better 
person. For that moment we are the only ones in the universe... 
together. Then soft fingers remembers the bony fingers and 
starts touching me like a pillow again. 


But the moments of being together grow. I like when she 
forgets and makes mistakes and comes closer into my world. 
I like when she just sits on my mat...on our mat...and just looks at 
me, just listens to me. I feel more and more like I can show her my 
moves, show her my sounds. | like when soft fingers became Jane 
and I became Jim. | like when Jane just lies on the mat and we just 
look at each other, listen to each other, even when we really dont 
understand what meaning...but we feel. I like it when Jane starts 
making her own noises, not just bony words. | like when Jane 
holds my hand. I like when Jane comes into my world of dim light, 
when she wears colors bright, soft, smooth flowing..not bony 
fingers white...and even her hair is flowing strangely soft. 
I like when Jane comes wearing the colors soft even in the harsh 
light. I like when Jane makes the harsh light go away for a while, 
when Jane rocks me, when Jane rubs my head. | like when Jane 
slowly takes all the colors off. She is soft everywhere. She lies 
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next to me on the mat. She makes soft sounds and soft moves, 
just like me. She is just like me now. Two soft fingers on the mat. I 
like when Jane lets me rub Janes back, when Jane calls me Jim. 

I like it when we are in our universe of the mat sharing not 
appropriate behavior..laughing, crying, making good feeling come. 
Rocking or holding hands made different good feelings come 
together, making soft sounds together, together making good 
feelings come. 


But suddenly Jane was gone. I was alone in happiness. 
Jane would come back into the happiness with me on the mat. 
So I was happy. 


But when Jane came the next day, she was in bony white. Jane 
had become like bony fingers again. She said what we were doing 
was not appropriate behavior. She used words like romance and 
sexual that I did not understand. Jane left. The numbness came 
back without the bony fingers giving me anything. 


Jane came back as bony fingers. I kept rising out of the 
numbness in hope whenever Jane came, but then fell deeper 
and deeper. 


Jane came. | could not hold the crying back. I cried in the harsh 
light. Then Jane cried too. She made the harsh light go away. She 
came back into our universe of the mat and rocked me. Jane told 
me to teach her the noises and the moves of our universe of the 
mat. Now | have another soft fingers, Jane, on the mat, in the 
universe with me, together with me. 


Together we can expand the universe beyond the mat. Jane can 
bring other soft fingers in. The bony fingers begin to fade. I can 
see, begin to see colors beyond the mat, begin to hear laughter 
beyond the mat. Jane says she and | together will explore the 
universe that is outside. She and | are happy. 


THE END 


© 1986, Frank Moore 
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connie 


Connie completed the fading into death 
this afternoon. 

She has always lived in her young mind, 
always was a black sheep, 

raising black sheep, 
always wanted to know, 
always hungry for education, 

NO MATTER WHAT! 
WHATEVER IT TOOK! 

Deaf to CAN'T, 
to dumb rules! 


No time for social frills, 
no time for BS, 
no time for limits. 
Just time for deadpan joy of just everyday, 
for no-nonsense love, 
for pushing and demanding for 
possibilities. 
She bit, 
or pretended not to hear, 
just going for whats right 
like a tank... 
running you over. 


You were a fool 
if you believed 
her mcgoo act! 
Hero? Yes! 
Always growing beyond 
working in a doctor's office, 
after getting a college education, 
after the leaving of Jim, 
threatened by his black sheep wife, 
after pushing me onto THE REAL WORLD, 
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after raising Jerry and me, 
after getting out of Utah as a free thinker! 


Just taking Tums and aspirins, 
Connie at 79 lived a very rich life... 
always young in life... 
now always 
will be young! 


Jerry and | are so lucky 
to be in the black sheep family of 
CONNIE! 


© 2000, Frank Moore 





Connie Moore 
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Jesse 


Flaming hair, 

flaming voice 

singing belting raging the blues, 

singing setting things right for the people, 
belting it, the spirit, out beyond her voice, 
flaming her voice hoarse beyond linear limits. 


Listen very closely, carefully, 

focus on her breasts 

as she leads you by the arm 

through an ever changing nonlinear maze 

of stories, connections, names, human passions. 
Youll need this focus point to surrender. 


She, Jesse, can and will lead you 
skipping and dancing 

into the heart of all things, 

of all matters. 


She has lived and danced 
upon this liquid lusty path, 
has lived deep hard soft in the 
not-so-clear/clean/pure waters 
of humanity 

long before, 

and will long after, 

US. 





So surrender to the mad woman, 
to the senile bag lady, 

to the peter pan child... 

fall into her time warp hole... 

fall into Jesse, 

and youll be falling 

into wisdom deep and warm! 


©1997, Frank Moore PAGE 31 


wrapping and rocking 
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the two nude figures sit in 
time and space. 

one upon the other. 
rocking together. 

rocking in their cave. 


two magic figures 

rocking together against time. 
rocking back through time. 
back and forth. 


mother rocking her baby. 
rocking against sickness and tears. 
rocking back into love and peace. 


in the cave, 

unseen except by the spirits, 

the holymen rock out of this reality 

of personal isolation of greys. 

rock until they rock 

into the pulse of pure light. 

back and forth until at-one-ness came, 
until atonement came... 

not just for them... 

but those outside the cave. 


magic rocking. 
passion rocking. 
almost sexual, 
not quite... 

very sexual... 
beyond sexual. 


two bodies rocking together, 
rubbing isolation away. 


grandpa sits in his rocking chair, 
slowly holding onto creaking passion of living. 


lovers dance, 

rocking back and forth to the music. 
sometimes fast. 

sometimes slow. 

passion rises warm and comforting. 
pain and grief disappear. 

a kid holding onto a blanket, 

rocks back and forth, 

holding onto the wrapping 

that holds us all together. 

colorful ribbons of our cocoon. 

the 2 lovers pumping 

hard on the swing, working together 
to get the highest 

thrilling flying and swooshing drop 
on their bellies 

and, yes, 

in their loins. 

almost sexual, 

but not quite... 

Very SEXY... 

beyond sex. 

mere sex would get 

in the way of 

the child-like melting 

of earth and sky. 


back and forth, 

up and down, 

wrapping us together 

in brightness 

and softness 

and the magical commonness. 
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a girl laughs 

on a big old rocking horse. 
a gi. holding his guts in, 
blood oozing out, 

rocks on the battlefield... 
rocks to keep life in 

and pain out. 


light pulses, 
reflected off tin and plastic. 


daddy rocking baby to sleep on his lap. 
cozy togetherness in ribbons, 

rocking by the fire 

far away from reality. 


the arab woman, 

on her knees beside 

the unrecognizable remains of her husband 
rocking to handle grief and pain. 


a crazy rocks 
on the street corner, 
talking to beings from another reality. 


wrap US Up COZY. 
wrap us warmly. 

maypole dancers with ribbons. 

admit that we all are wrapped up together 
in see-through ties. 


the gypsy woman, 
eyes closed, 

rocks back and forth, 
giving master spirits 
her voice and her body 
to speak through. 
rocking in her tent. 


Photo by Kevin Rice 
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the boys rocking 
uncontrollable from laughter 
at their childish pranks. 


rocking surrealistic in the darkness, 

in their colorful bonds, 

the two nude figures, 

using magical passion to melt together, 

rock like the blind, 

like the insane, 

like the holy men, 

like lovers... 

and the magical melting spreads out of the cave 
and into the world. 


© 1986, Frank Moore 
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rings of orgasms 


rub me deeply into you 
lose myself into you 
rub my cock, hard or soft, 
on your pleasure bone, 
feeling hairy prickling pleasure 
clicking up the intensity 
deep inside by balls, 
a deep laugh is tickling 
its way from deep inside my belly, 
a heart sob is pushing outward from my throat. 
rings of orgasms, 
each melting into the next... 
not climaxes... 
not charlie horse ends 
with a shared cigarette... 
but a daisy chain of orgasms 
everlasting, neverending. 
smell your skin 
breathe you deeply into me. 
suck me deeply so iam now a part of you, 
so we are no more, 
so we are one body 
rubbing melting skin 
goose bumps chills skin orgasms. 
orgasm is death within pleasure 
where control..even who we are... 
vanishes, 
and we float skin rubbing at 
the heart of the universe, 
our combined body orgasm pumping out 
visions and dreams and life and light. 
within the rings of orgasm, 
we are the universal heart 
pumping magic, 
nursing everything. 
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we were conceived within orgasm. 
we were brought into this world 
within the birth orgasm. 

we were nursed from mother's orgasm. 
we will go out in the orgasm of death. 
live within, 

dream within, 

love within 

the rings of orgasm. 

rub me deeply into you 

lose myself into you 

rub my cock, hard or soft, 

on your pleasure bone, 

feeling hairy prickling pleasure 
clicking up the intensity 

deep inside by balls, 


a deep laugh is tickling 
its way from deep inside my belly, 


a heart sob is pushing outward from my throat. 
rings of orgasms, 
each melting into the next... 


© 1993, Frank Moore 
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a rant on an open mike 


the open mike 

is the most democratic channel... 

well maybe except for hyde park sproul soapbox freedom. 
anyone can sign up 

to step up to bat, 

step up to the mike 

and into the sacred belljar 

where art poetry is free to expose truth, 

free to use whatever it takes, 

whatever style it takes to expose truth... 

that is, until your given time runs out 

and hooks you around the neck and yanks you 

from the belljar stage. 

but in the belljar channel 

you are in danger testing, crying, being so sucking bad that both 
you and they curse your birth, sharing found ideas, listening to the 
silence and the polite clapping greeting your bombs or to your 
ravings of rage that hit too close to home, messing up the nice 
polite parlor. 


entering the open mike belljar is a leap into uncontrolled 
possibilities, uncomfortable quest through good bad boring 
embarrassing and sometimes magical. 


nobody owns the belljar, 

except when you are in the channel, 

in the pipe behind the mike, 

holding the modern talking stick 

until it is time to pass it on to the next. 

but the talking stick is everyones, 

for anyone with something to express. 

if one is banned, censored, from holding the talking stick 
just to punish, just to protect a neat fragile nice order, 
we all are banished from the sacred talking stick which becomes 
just a cock that we rub. 


i get worried if my words and images fit through veins clogged 
with fatty taboos of polite appropriate of comfortability. 
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i get worried..is the art that small that it fits through that pinhole 
of a hole...so small that nudes on the walls, words on telephone 
poles, any shift in the social power structure threatens the very 
reality fabric. 


im too proud to admit the art poetry is that small. so my art 
becomes a roto-rooting balloon covered in razors tipped in draino 
acid, 

pushing pressuring uncomfortable unsocial grinding against the 
grain until the killer fatty clots of taboos burst out the other end 
and go down the drain like trouble. 


i dont really go after the hitlers, the mccarthys, the helms, or their 
brown shirts. 


they are just limp-dicked powerjunkies with swiss-cheese egos, 
each hole filled with inferiority. they are just moons with no 
power light of themselves, just reflecting fear. 


no, i go after the nice people who never asked where the trains 
were going, boxcars filled with people. didn't have to. only 
suspected, only heard rumors...after all, the general is a friend. 
never said, excuse me, i am a jew too, a jap too, a gay too, ive negro 
blood running in my body, aids too. iim a commie who took home 
movies of our nude kids. so better put me on that train too. better 
put us all on that train. there aint no train big enough! 


i go after the nice people who keep going to work after seeing 
their friends missing, after hearing rumors of blacklist and 
blackball. must write something about that subject to THE TIMES. 
he used to be such a pleasant fellow...but now he is a whining 
paranoid...not a sort to have to tea. he is like a wet messy fart. not 
in my backyard! 


yes, i go after nice people. but my time in the belljar is about over. 
so ill leave you with this. what is happening in your backyard is 


what really matters. so be sure to weed! 


© 1995, Frank Moore 
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Frank Moore 
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Frank Moore was an American 
performance artist, shaman, teacher, 
poct, essayist, painter, musician, and 
internet/television personality who 
experimented in art, performance, ritual, 
and shamanistic teaching from the late 
1960s until his death in 2013 in Berkeley, 
California. 

He first came to be known in the 1970s 
as the creator of the popular cabaret show, 
the Outrageous Beauty Revue. In the 1980s 
he became one of the United States’ 
foremost performance artists. In the early 
1990s he was targeted by Senator Jesse 
Helms. In 1996, Frank created his ever- 
growing web site archive, eroplay.com. 

He founded the webstation luver.com in 
1999, which ran until 2012. In 2008, Frank ran 
for President of the US. as a qualified 
write-in candidate in 25 states. 

In addition to his books, Frankly 
Speaking: A Collection of Essays, Writings 
and Rants, Skin Passion, Art of a Shaman, 
Cherotic Magic, and numerous other 
self-published pieces, Moore was widely 
published in various art and other 
periodicals. 

Franks performance and video 
retrospective on Vimeo.com has been 
viewed by over 10 million people worldwide. 

Frank Moore performed regularly in the 
San Francisco Bay Area up until his death. 
His students and the people influenced by 
his life/work continue his vision. 





